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ORIGINAL PAPERS. which he upon them like snow | We have litt superstition or pre. 
wreaths. Here and there it lifts | ference with regard to what plac 


A VISIT TO YONGE’S ISLAND. 


Among the wide extended forests 
and plantations ol the low country, 
where there Is little to eall the 
attention, or excite the interest of a 
stranger, such a spot as Yonge’s 
Island, the residence of Eiza 
WILKINSON, the heroine of the Rose 
Bud, is not to be overlooked, and it 
was with a feeling of more than or- 
dinary animation, that we availed 
ourselves of a serene sky to ride to 
this scene of interesting recollect- 
ions. Yonge’s Island is separated 
from the main land by a small creek, 
over which there is a causeway. 
The only animated objects which 
greeted us as we passed this cause- 
way, were two white Cranes, and 
an Owl; the Cranes stood perfectly 
still,on a strip of land called “the 
Sands,’ which is referred to, in one 
of Mrs. Wilkinson’s unpublished 
letters; and the Owl kept his post 
on atall leafless pine, eyeing us as 
we passed. At the time of the 
Revolution, Yonge’s Island was one 
settlement. It is now divided be- 
tween two descendants cf the ort- 
ginal owner. The avenue to which 
Mrs. Wilkinson alludes, is the same. 
A hedge has been, formed on the 
boundary line, making two parallel 
avenues. Nothing in nature can 
exceed the beauty of this approach 
Its extent is three miles, and on each 
side of itis a hedge of the white 
Cherokee Rose-vine, rising from 
five toten feet in height, and spread- 
ing from five to ten feet in breadth, 
\tthis season, (April) it is in full 
bloom, andthe eye knowsnot which 


sv 


is St to admire, the glossy gree nof 


e leaves, or the white blossoms 





up 1s long branches to a néighbor- 
ing tree, and seems to revel as it 
enfolds it in its white drapery, and 
every where it stretches them out, 
like living things waving to catch 
some support, on which to hang 
their luxuriant beauties. As the 
sight becomes accustomed to this 
startling luxuriance, it detects the 
yellow Jasmine, in its lingering 
bloom, and the ‘ opening scarlet 
Woodbine, struggling with its fair 
but strong rival; while the shrub 
honey-suckle, may be seen beyond, 

between the less crowded foliage. 

Through this three miles of blos- 
soms, one does little but exclaim at 
their exquisite combinations of 
grace and beauty. The Cherokee 
Rose or Nondescript, has a strong 
and piercing thorn, and is quite im. 
penetrable by cattle, but is a some- 
what formidable shelter for rabbits, 

snakes and smaller reptiles. One 
of our companions told us that a 
slave, who had been a notorious 
thief, having long eluded his pursu- 
ers, was at last discovered near this 
hedge. 
himself in, knowing that no one 
could follow him, but was quickly 
heard crying, “Oh, maussa, take me 
to jail, dis wusser dan jail'” and he 
willingly yielded himself to the al- 
ternative. 

We went to the spot where the 
habitation of Mr. Yonge stood, the 
present residence having a new lo- 
cation. It commands fine view 
of a romantic river scene. 

We lingered awhile in the family 
burial place, where a little girl, love- 
ly and unconscious as the spring 
flowers at our feet, prattled of the 


In his despair, he thrust | 


i 





dead, asif thev were still in being. | 


may receive our poof remains of 
mortality; but if there is a spot 
where one might wish to lie, it 
would be beneath these Southern 
cedars, on which our kindred can 
gaze amid their walks “at noon or 
blushing eve,” and where our little 
ones, without fear or distrust, may 
come and spell our epitaph, if af. 
fection has placed one there, or read 
from nature only, as pure a lesson, 
in the flowers that wither on the 
sods above our graves. 





AUT HENTIC LETTERS, 


BY MRS. ELIZA WILEINSON, 


on of Charles- 
and copied by herself 


the invasion & 
rtiieh, in 1779, 


Written dary 
ton by the ih 
for « frvend 


(Centinued from Vo. 27, Vel. 2.) 
Yonar'’s letann. 
After various discourses, the con. 


versation took a turn on the sub. 
ject of the present War. | was 
proud to hear my frends express 


amanner, not unwor- 
thy of their country. Maj. Moore 
made a comparison, which, as I 
perfectly remember, I will give you. 
Your opinion ts also required d of the 
same. 

“Suppose,” said he, “I had a field 
of Wheat, upon these conditions, 
that out of that field | was to give 
so much to a certain person yearly; 
well, I think nothing of mt, I give it 
cheerfully, and am very punctual; 
it goes on thus for some years; at 
length the person sends me word 
I must let him have so much more, 
for he wants it; still lcomply with 
cheerfulness. The next year, he re- 
quires a still larger supply, and tells 
me he cannot do without it. This 
startles me’ I find him encroach. 


themselves in 
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ing, by little and little, on my Pe: 
perty. I make some difficulty i 
complying; however, as he says she 
cannot do without it,’ I let him have 
it, though I see it hurts me; but it 
puts me on my guard. Well, things 
go onso forsome time; at length 
he beguts again, and at last seems 
to have a design of taking my whole 
field. Then what am I to do?— 
Why, if I give it up, | am ruined. 
I must lie at his mercy. Is not this 
slavery? For my part,” continued 
he, “I would rather explore un- 
known regions, blessed with Liber- 
ty, than remain in my native coun- 
try, if to be cursed with slavery.” 
The land of Liberty! how sweet 
the sound! enough to inspire cow- 
ardice itself with a resolution to 
confirm the glorious title, “the land 
of Liberty.” Let me again repeat 
it—how enchanting! It carries ev- 
ery idea of happiness in it, and rais- 
es a generous warmth in every bo- 
som capable of discerning its bless- 
ings. O! Americans—Americans! 
strive to retain the glorious privi- 
lege which your virtuous ancestors 
left you; “it is the price of blood;” 
and let not the blood of your brave 
countrymen, who have so lately (in 
all the States) died to defend it, be 
spilt in vain. Pardon this digres- 
sion, my dear Mary—my pen is in- 
spired by sympathetic ardour, and 
has run away with my thoughts, be- 
fore [was aware. I do not love to 
meddle with Political matters; the 
men say we have no business with 


them, it is not in our sphere! aud | 


Homer (did you ever read Homer, 


child?) gives us two or three broad | 


hints to mind our domestic concer:is, 
spinning, weaving, &c. and leave 
affairs of higher nature to the meu; 
but I must beg his pardou—I wou’t 
have it thought that because we are 
the weaker sex,as to bodily streng'h, 
my dear, we are capable of noth: g 
more, than minding the Dairy—vis- 
iting the Poultry house, and all such 
domestic concerns; 
can soar aloft, we can form co.- 
ceptions of things of higher vature; 
and have as just a sense of hoour, 
glory, and great actious, as these 
“Lords of the Creation.” Wha 


contemptible earth worms these Au- | 


thors make us! They won’t even 
allow us the liberty of thought, and 
that is all 1 want, 





that we should meddle in what is 
unbecoming female delicacy, but 
surely we may have sense enough 
to give our opimions! 
or discommend such actions, as we 
may approve or disapprove; with. | 
out being reminded of our spinning 
and household affairs, as the only 
matters we are capable of thinking 
or speaking of with justness or pro- 
priety. I won't allow it, positive ly 
won't. Homer has a deal of mo- 
rality in his works, which is wor- 
thy of imitation; his Odyssey a- 
bounds with it. But L will leave 
Homer to better judges, and pro- 
ceed in my narration. 

While the officers were there dis- 
*coursing, word was brought, that a 
party of the enemy were at a neigh- 
boring plantation, not above two 
miles off, carrying provisions away. 
In an instant, the men were under 
arms, formed and marched away to 
the place; we were dreadfully a- 
larmed at the first information, but 
upon seeing with what eagerness 
our friends marched off, and what 
high spirits they were in, we were 
more composed, but again relapsed 
into our fears, when we heard the 
discharge of fire arms; they did not 
stay out long; but returned with 
seven prisoners, four whites and 
three blacks. When they came to 
the door, we looked out, and saw 
two of McGirth’s men with them, 
who had used us so well; my heart 





our thoughis | 


I would not wish | 


relented at sight of them; and I 


could not forbear looking at them 


| with an eye of pity. Ah! thought 
|, how fickle is fortune! but two 
days ago, these poor wretches were 
ridiug about asif they had nothing 
to tear, and terrifying the weak and 
hvlpless by their appearance—now, 
what a humbled appearance do they 
make! But basely as they have 
acted, 11 taking up arms against 
their country, they have still some 
left that they were once 
but now no longer so, 


sinail secs 
Americans, 


ior +. who act as they do, forfeit 
| that «me; and by adopting the vi- 
cos those they join, become one 


wiih hem; but these poor creatures 
secu, .o have yet remaiming some to- 
kes oc what they once Wwere—else 
“ hy did they lasi Thursday, behave 
| So much better to us than the Brit- 
ous did, when we were equally as 
much in their power, as We were in 
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to commend | 
friends, when thev were 





the others’? I will let them sc « | 
have not forgot it. I arose and went 
out tothem. “I am sorry,my frie.ds, 
could not help calling tiem 
im our 
this situation, 


| power) to see you In 


| you treated us with respect—and | 


cannot but be sorry 
distress.”” “It isthe fortune of war, 

madam, and soldiers must expect 

it.” “Well, you need not make your. 

selves uneasy—I hope Americans 

won't treat their prisoners ill.— 

Do, my friends, (to the Soldiers) 

use these men well—they were 

friendly to us.” “Yes, Madam,” 

said they, “they shal! be used well, 

if it was only for that.” I asked if 

they would have any thing to drink, 

Yes, they would be glad of some 

water. I had some got, and as 

their hands were tied, I held the 

glass to their mouths; they bowed, 

and were very thankful for it. | 

was so busy, I did not observe the 

officers in the house; several of 

them were at the door and window, 

smiling atme, which when I pcre 
ceived, | went in, and told them how 
it was; they promised that the men 
should be favoured for their beha. 
viour tous. “Madam,” said one, 
“you would make a bad soldier; 
however, if I was of the other par. 
ty, and taken prisoner, | should like 
to fall into your hands.” [ smiled a 
reply, and the conversation took 
another turn. 

In the meanwhile, Miss Samuells 
was very busy about a wounded of- 
ficer who was brought to the house: 
(one of MecGirth’ s) he had a ball 
through his arm; we could find no 
rag to dress his wounds, every thing 
in the house being thrown into such 
confusion by the plunderers; but 
(see the native tenderness of an A- 
merican) Miss Samuells took from 
her neck the only remaining hand- 
kerchief the Britons had left her. 
and with it bound up his arm! Blush, 
O Britons, and be confounded! your 
delight is cruelty and oppression; 
divested of all humanity, you im 
tate savages; neither age nor sé% 
can move compassion; even the sm- 
ling babe suffers by your hands, ané 
innocently smiles at its oppressor 
The Americans are obliged to com 
mit unavoidable acts of cruelty; the 
defence of their country requiresit 
you seek their lives and liberties 


to see you in 
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must either kill or be kail- 
all-mereiiul 
midst of anger 








and the . 


ed; yet, (lnitaung the 
Creator) “In the 
they remember mercy o 


*‘And will Omnipotence neglect to sav: 
“The sutfering virtues of the wise and 


brave’’’ 
No—lI ‘annot think we shall bk 
overcome, while we act with just- 


the 


our Cause 


ice and a are ul. 
tributes of Heaven. lt 
is just, as it certainly appears to be, 
we need not doubt success; an Al- 


mighty arm has visibly supported 


us; or araw, undiseiplined pe ople 
with so many disadvantages too o 
their side, could never have with- 
stood for so longa time,an Army 


which has repeatedly fought and 
conquered, and who are tamed for, 
or rather were famed, for their valor 
and determined bravery; but now 
their glory is fallen, and, thank hea- 
ven, we are their equals, if not their 
superiors in the field. I have some- 
where read that “vice was the great. 
est coward in the world, when it 
knows it will be resolutely opposed; 
and what have good men, engaged 
ina right cause, to fear!” When 
they embarked for America, they 
were sure of success, for they eX. 
pected no opposition from a people 
so little sktlied in arms, and who had 
no experience in the art of War; 
but to their cost they found, that 
those who have a true sense of their 


rights and liberties, will “conquer 
difficulties by daring to oppose 


them.” 

*‘Heaven’s blessing always waits on vir- 
tuous deeds, 

“And though a late—a sure reward suc- 
ceeds.’ 

Let me read what I have written 
—my pen is quite unmanageable 
this morning. I had determined 
not to make a digression or obser- 
vation, and be fee I am aware, it 
flies from matters of fact, or plain 
narration, and introduces my poor 
opinion on_ the stage. What will 
the men say if they should see this? 
lam really out of my sphere now, 
and must fly to Homer for direction. 
and instruction on household mat- 
ters. Begone, pen—I must throw 
you by until I can keep you in pro- 
per order. In good time have I 
discarded it; for I am this moment 
called to breakfast. Adieu—anoth- 
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r Inessage! { “ mug.— 
“Surely, you woul hove oe 
re uk my eck OW sStuirs, IOFr a 
yrreaktast.”’ 
ro BE CONTINUED. 
- . 
MISCELLANIES. 


Candidates.— It was the « ustom, whi« 
the Roman republic subs sted in full vg 
our, tor the ¢ .ndidates fo: high otlices, to 


appearon the day of election im long 
white robes, intumating by Cus, that thes 
characters likewime ought to be pure and 
unsullied, white, pure, sincere, upright &e. 
In the Roman commonwealth, we are 
told, they were obiiwedto wear a white 
gown, daring the twu years of their soli- 
citing fora place. This garment, accor- 
ding to Pluterch, they wore without any 


other clothes, that the people might not 
suspect they concealed money for purcha- 
sing votes; and alse, that they might more 
easily show to the people the scars of 
those wounds, they had received in fight- 
ing for the commonwealth. It was also 
unlawful to putone up asacandidate for 
any publ othce, uniess he had attained 
a Certain age. 


The African Grey Pelican.—lt is 
somewhat singular that the opimon of the 
pelican feeding its young with its blood is 
as general in tloussa a> it is among the 
lower classes in Lurope; and to the be- 
lief Lacknowledge myself a proselyte' I 
have stood fora long while together by the 
side of this stupid animal, watching its 
motions, and seeing it bending its head tor 
its Ofispring to extract their nourish: ent 
The young ones thrust their beaks into a 
small aperture at the lowest part of the 
back of the neck of their parent, and they 
swallow the substance that flows fre ely 
through. If it be not blood that 
from the old bird, it is a red liquid so 
closely resemtling it, that the 
cannot be perceived I took as 
the pelican feeding its young in this 


meuer 


ditlerence 
etch of 
an- 


ner in Houssa, which is now tp my posses 


sion, and | should not have ssi so much 
on the subject. if y asvertions had not 
been questione “db by sever 1 of my coun- 
trymen. —Lander’s Records of the .1f- 
rican expedition 

Paris — Externally, Varis is a very un- 
inte resting place The streets are general- 


ly narrow, dirty, and without «idewalks, 
and while walking in them, 
quently ob ige “di wo slep inte & gatew y. or 
stand close to the walls of a house. to pre 
vent being overran by the vehic es, which 
drive with great rapidity the 


yg tters run in the midd-e of the «treet, +o 


one fre 


lie “ies, 


that one is sure to be splashed with mud if 


he walks any distance im |'aris In the 
night, it is lighted by lamps suspended 


over the centre by lines fastened to the 
buildings on either side 
Fire Fly.—An Faglieh writer sucges'« 


the plan of naturalizing the firefly ,which a 


_—— = Tr 


| bounds not only in Amenca,bat in the Vau 





dow of Predment. The people of the Vae 
dom, he suggests,would deliver any numbe 
of these insects io Parw, at ten shullings « 
dozen, in boxes properly contrived, m ev 

ery stage of ther exmtence, and even is 
the egg, should that be desred; and i 
twenty dozen were tarned out in different 
parts of England, not remass 
a doult, that, ma few years, they woald 
be common through the country, to the 
great embellishment of Engleh summer 
evenings 


there could 


-Vame of Carolina, from Drayton's 
View 

“One of the French 
settied in the country, bailt « fort at the 
mouth of the Cooper or Ashley, and im 
honour of ther prince, Charles the Ninth, 
they called nt Carolme Caroline cor- 
: as Henrietta to lien 


Colones, which 


responds to ¢ haries, 
ry, or Louisa to Loum 
“What are you jumping after there 

said a schoo! master to an urchin who stood 
op to hus eves in hee shart collar 

“I wanted to spi’, «ir, was the reply, 
‘‘and | was jumping up to try and spit over 
my dicky.” 
TO COMMESPONDENTS. 
We have received, and shall epprepr 


ate the Conundrums of our Macon cor- 


respondent, bat request him in future te 
pay the postage 
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For my Youngest Readers. 


James and Juliain the Country. 


The su. was setting very bnght- 
lv wl Parmes | Julia, who 
wel , wurh lidayes at their 
, notion, went to the piazza, 
aud looke ‘ on all the pretty 
i hy ‘s heht came on 
them. to bid th m yood ught. 

James d Julm loved to see 
th ‘ atur come home to po to 


bed. First the horses came run. 
ig he ave ue, and all the bitth 
rocs that were playing about 
cl ed ther hands and laughed 
) thom 
Then came the geese, walking a, 
r quite mel 


‘Then came th 


( [)- and Julia's 


mamma gave her a quart of corn, 
vod she sprinkled it all about, and 
the sheep fed by the prazza. 

Th pi tty birds came flying te 
thar nests. ‘The crows went to 
heir I- and James and Julia 


wi their prayers amd went te hed 


tor. 
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FOR THE SOUTHERN nose BUD. 
LINES TO A BEREAVED FRIEND. 


Go to thy home—thon stricken one! 
Herevall forlorn thou must not stay, 

| would not have thee mourn alone— 
God speed thee! mourner, on thy way! 
Yet not alone—O not alone! 

Warm tears are on my cheek, and here 
Are those who knew thy father gone; 
But now his halls are sad and drear. 


Goto thy home—heart broken one! 
‘Thy mother’s hope is all on thee, 
And God will spare her to her son— 
Then calm that heart of misery. 


He will not take her all away, 

And leave her desolate and lone, 

But thy strong arm shall be her stay, 
Her eldest born—her cherished one. 


Go to thy home! the outstretched arms 
Of sisters nourished tenderly, 

Who could not bear the wintry storms 
Ofgthis dark world—they cling to thee. 


**Woe! woe for thee! Jerusalem !”’ 

A prophet’s voice is heard no more— 
‘foe soon the thundering mandate came, 
And thousand hearts are weeping sore. 


Joy—joy to thee! thou spirit fled, 
All hail! thy weary toil is o’er— 
‘They sadly say that he is dead; 


He lives—he lives forevermore. MARY. 





To the Editor of the Southern Rose Bud. 


The following lines breathe so much tenderness and affection, 
and the poetry is a. so charming, that [ think I may ven- 
ture to ask a corner of your valuable little Rose Bud. for them— 
I extract them from a letter received some time since from a dear- 
ly beloved cousin, with whom I had been a schoolmate, but from 
whom I was separated at an early age. ‘To give the lines their 
true force, | must introduce them in the writer’s own words. 

A CONSTANT READER OF THE ROSE BUD. 
‘“My Dear Cousin, 

In looking over some of your treasured !etters this morning, I 
perused one addressed to me when we were School Girls. It is 
almost needless to say, thatthe reminiscences produced by that 
ietter, were of a nature painful and pleasant—scenes long past, and 
almost forgotten, the period in which I received it, and the delight 
it gave, were brought vividly to mind—Do you ever think of 
those **Lang Syne’? days, my Cousin?’’ 


When soft the evening zephyrs blow, 
And bright the moon-beams shine, 
Cecilia—dost thou give a thought 
To days of ‘*Auld Lang Syne?’’ 


When with thy William oft thou talk’st 
Of joys that now are thine; - 

Say—dost thou e’er the converse turn, 
To days of ‘Auld Lang Syne?”’ 














When thy sweet children sporting near, 
Their arms around thee twine, 

Perchance thy heart's two ful! of bliss, 
To think of ‘‘Auld Lang Syne.”’ 


To think of those young rosy hours, 
When, ’neath the spreading vine, 
We gaily talked of future joys, 
But not of ‘‘Auld Lang Syne.’’ 
Should’st thou forget—there is a heart, 
Which never can resign 
The retrospect of those bright scenes, 
Those days of ‘*Auld Lang Syne.’’ 


And should’st thou ask, whose is that heart, 
Cecilia, it is mine; 

Long—long will Laura’s mem’ry cling, 
To thee, and ‘Auld Lang Syne.”’ 





FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 
TRIBUTE TO THE PACKET SHIP. 


How safe on Ocean’s bosom glides, 
O’er the rough sea, and swelling tides, 
The Ship, the pride of human art, 

A little world, a little mart; 

A parlour floating on the sea, 

A kitchen, fowl-house, pantry free; 

A social fireside and a bed, 

A cradle for the weary head, 

Rocked by the sea-nymphs, if one please, 
Or by the tempest, or the breeze. 
Whatever may one’s comfort suit, 
Both foreign and domestic fruit; 

The cocoa, and the bubbling tea, 
Coffee, and ham, and hominy, 
Beef-steak, and fow!s of various wing, 
And many 2 nimeless charming thing, 
All in the little world are found, 

And move and circle with it round. 


Here too the Bible finds a place, 

An altar for the God of grace; 

Whose grandeur rolls on mountain wave, 

Whose goodness rescues from the grave. 

At home, abroad, by sea or land, 

I feel his aj] sustaining hand; 

I hear his voice amidst the roar 

Of maddening waves, that lash the shore, 

Commanding their rude noise to cease, 

And hush their tumult into peace. 

I bless that kind propitious power 

That soothed me in the trying hour, 

And through the dangers of the main, 

. Returned me safe to shore again. 

Charleston, March 25, 1834. 


ALBERTO 








ITEMS. 


Vesuvius was in eruption two or three times during December, 
rendering the beauty of the bay complete; and during the eclipse 
of the moon, on the night of the 26th, the effect of the lava, as it 
flowed in three streams from the crater, was splendid in the ex- 
treme, and drew forth all Naples to admire it. 


The adopted father of Caspar Hauser, Lord Stanhope, has of- 


fered a reward of 5000 florins for the discovery of the murderer 
of that unfortunate young man. 


Mr. Galt, the novelist, intends to proceed to Canada early in 


the spring, hoping a change of climate may be favourable to his 
health. 
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